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 In some devotional reading I was doing the other morning, a man was describing 

his daily commute to work, a 20 mile journey through wooded highways that he had 

pretty much memorized over the course of a few decades of making the drive.  He knew 

the location of each unusual tree and visible home, and he could judge how much longer 

his trip would take as he passed each familiar landmark.  One morning as he made the 

drive, on auto-pilot, as we would expect, he was startled out of his usual state of 

monotony by a sign that had never been there along the road before.  “Prepare to be 

amazed”, the sign read.  And several other signs followed, spaced at intervals, with the 

same message, “Prepare to be amazed”.  The writer made this familiar trip with a new 

sense of intensity, wondering what on earth he would see that someone expected to 

amaze him. He never saw anything truly extraordinary on the drive, nothing that seemed 

to justify all the signs.  Although he did notice anew how the sunlight fell between the 

trees onto the highway and how the sky was framed by the branches.  The next day the 

signs were gone, and he never learned who put them up or why.   

 Now, I have a short and pleasant commute between Knife River and Duluth, and 

obviously many of us drive pretty much daily from Knife River to either Duluth or Two 

Harbors.  You may take the Scenic Highway or the Expressway.  I generally take the 

Expressway, and I’m sure many of you do, too.  We know the road.  We know the 

familiar landmarks of where the honking tree used to be, Tom’s Logging Camp, the old 

rust colored barn,  and of course, the green dinosaur and the all-important outdoor 

amenities at the gas station.  As you and I drive along that road, are we prepared to be 

amazed?  I am occasionally amazed, usually by the sight of a soaring eagle or an 



unusually large herd of deer grazing like cattle along the roadway.  But, in general, I’d 

have to say that I drive my road without any expectations of amazement.  And in fact, 

when I read this devotional about the signs, “Prepare to be amazed”, I found myself 

thinking, “you know, I’m not really sure I’m up for that.”  I mean, do we really even want 

to be amazed?  Yesterday I drove through blizzard conditions in Northwest Wisconsin on 

my way home, and it was certainly amazing in a sense---like those storm waves crashing 

on the Shore---but I couldn’t wait to stop be amazed and enjoy the monotony of dry 

pavement and clear visibility!  That’s true of most of us, most likely.  We aren’t looking 

to be amazed! Sometimes we’re just trying to get where we’re going on the most direct 

route possible with the least delay possible. 

 Obviously, the two who walked the road to Emmaus in our Gospel lesson, were 

not prepared to be amazed.  They were just trying to get home from Jerusalem to 

Emmaus, and it was a 7 mile walk, and they were tired and sad and pre-occupied.    

We don’t know lots of details about these two.  We know that one was a man named 

Cleopas; the other one remains unnamed.  We don’t know if the other was another man, 

or possibly a woman, maybe Cleopas’ wife, in fact.  It might make sense for that to be so, 

since they seem to live in the same household.  So, they might have been two friends, a 

married couple, or two brothers.  We don’t know.  But we do know how they’re feeling.  

They are feeling sad and frustrated and confused.  This incident occurs on the late 

afternoon of the first Easter day.  It seems evident that Cleopas and his companion were 

among Jesus’ followers—not among the closest 12 disciples, but among his followers, 

nevertheless.  They are grieving the happenings of Good Friday, Christ’s death on the 

cross.  They are aware that the tomb was found empty that Easter morning and that some 



claimed to have spoken to a risen Christ.  But, they don’t seem to be much cheered by 

that thought or to find much hope in it.  Probably, they regard it as some kind of crazy 

talk and wishful thinking.  They are heading home, talking about how wrong everything 

has gone, when Jesus comes up and joins them.  For reasons that are not clear, they don’t 

recognize him.  Maybe in part, because he’s the last person they expect to see right then 

and they’re having trouble seeing the obvious because of that.  Besides, they just weren’t 

prepared to be amazed. Jesus asks them what they’re discussing, and our text reads, 

“They stood still, looking sad.”  They then explain to him the source of their sorrow,  the 

death of this Jesus of Nazareth and  the conspiracy among their own Jewish leaders that 

led to his death.  We can imagine the anger they feel towards those Jewish priests whom 

they trusted to be their leaders, as well as their grief at Christ’s death..  Then they say, 

“We had hoped he would be the one to redeem Israel.”  And in that sentence we hear 

echoes of all the times we’ve had our own disappointments, our own hopes and 

expectations shattered.  They hadn’t expected Jesus to die.  They’d hoped he would lead 

Israel to freedom.  Things are not going at all well, according to the script they had in 

mind.  And that’s so human and so familiar to us all, isn’t it?  Our lives go off-script all 

the time, and it is scary and disappointing.  Relationships we planned on lasting, don’t.  

Jobs we thought secure, aren’t.  The good health we were counting on isn’t there for us.  

The investment we thought would see us through goes away.  So many times we could 

say, We had hoped it would be different.  Just as the two on the road.  We understand 

their situation.  

 It’s interesting to see how Jesus responds here.  He doesn’t seem to have taken the 

kind of pastoral counseling course I had, because he doesn’t empathize with them or try 



to clarify their feelings or be supportive of them.  He tells them they’re fools and that 

they’re slow to believe.  If that response was ever covered in my counseling class, I must 

have missed that day.   Jesus doesn’t give them a shoulder to cry on.  Instead, he sets 

them straight.  He tells them it was necessary for the Messiah to suffer and die and be 

raised.  He then interprets the messianic prophecies of the Old Testament in light of his 

life, death, and resurrection.  Maybe sometimes we need to hear the truth instead of a 

word of false comfort.  Maybe sometimes those are the kind of tough-love words God has 

for us. 

 All of this has taken some time, and now they’ve arrived at their home.  Jesus 

starts to walk on, but they urge him strongly to stay.  “Stay with us,” they say, “for it’s 

getting to be nighttime.”     So, Jesus goes in to stay with them.  We have this marvelous 

scene in our imaginations of the couple getting out a simple meal, and Jesus sitting down 

to supper with them.  Kind of cozy and domestic.  Jesus takes the bread, breaks it, blesses 

it, and gives them each some, and the cozy scene takes a dramatic turn.  Their eyes are 

opened and they recognize him.  Maybe they’d seen him break bread when he fed the 

5000, or maybe they’d been present at meals with him before.  Somehow that action 

brings home to them his identity.  They now recognize in their walking-and-talking 

companion, their risen Lord.  Jesus vanishes, and they’re so amazed they walk the 7 miles 

back to Jerusalem in spite of the late hour and their fatigue, so that they can tell the others 

what’s happened. 

 How did these two disciples come to recognize Jesus?  It was through his 

explanation of the Scriptures and the breaking of the bread.  To put it another way, 

through Word and Sacrament.   Through Bible and Holy Communion.  This text has long 



been seen as a description of what the Church needs to do to help us to recognize Christ:  

the Church, we say, needs to preach the Word, as Jesus did to these two, and share the 

Sacrament of bread and wine, as Jesus also did with these two.  Luther went so far as to 

declare that the Church is anywhere where the Word is proclaimed and the Sacraments 

are administered.  Through the hearing of the word and the receiving of the Sacrament, 

we, too, can come to recognize Jesus.  Would that mean that we will only recognize Jesus 

in church?  Hardly!  It simply means that what happens in Church should enable us to 

recognize Jesus whether it’s in church or out on the open road or in our kitchens at the 

supper table or wherever the daily roads of our lives may take us.  What happens in 

church should prepare us to be amazed!  

 So here we are –in church. We are now here in the place of Word and Sacrament.  

We are experiencing the fellowship of other believers.  What if, when we left here, we 

made a genuine effort to think outside the box, to think outside the grave?  To think 

outside this witner that seems determined to last forever? What if we intentionally look 

about us with the expectation that we will recognize the risen Christ in one way or 

another?  What if we prepared to be amazed? At this time of year, we long fervently for 

sightings of spring.  What if we kept track of our Christ sightings?   I was on the look out 

for Christ sightings on my vacation, and I saw at least two.  One was during a tour of the 

Pentagon, arranged by my brother-in-law, an army reserve chaplain.  It was fascinating, 

and so moving, especially the 911 memorial.  But the other moving section was a display 

on The Four Chaplains.  Some of you may know this true story of 4 chaplains, serving 

during WW II: two protestant chaplains, a Catholic priest, and a Jewish rabbi.  They were 

aboard the Dorchester, filled with soldiers, and heading towards Iceland in 1943.  A 



torpedo took down their ship, and these four assisted young, panicked soldiers to get life 

jackets and find their way into life boats.  When the supply of life jackets ran out, these 

four took off their own and gave them to soldiers.  The Four Chaplains went down with 

the ship, having sacrificed their lives for others---that’s surely the Risen Christ in action! 

I also saw the Risen Christ in the interactions between my brother-in-law, David, 

and his care-taker, Natalya.  David is confined to bed with MS, at age 60, and needs 24/7 

care.  Natalya is a Russian immigrant, in her 60s, with a strong, opinionated personality--

-just like David!  That these two have found a way to exist together under difficult 

circumstances is also a sure sign of the activity and presence of the risen Christ!   

 A few weeks ago our congregation had the privilege of hosting the funeral 

luncheon for Ann Bugge, Kay’s Aunt, who died at age 100.  I wasn’t present, but one 

person told me about all the long lost friends they’d had a chance to visit with there, and 

many others expressed delight over the good cheer and fellowship and food.  We might 

feel apologetic about having a “good time” at a funeral luncheon, but why not?  Aren’t 

we people of the resurrection?  Doesn’t God have the last laugh over sin, death, and the 

devil?  Don’t we see the risen Christ in the hope, the reconnections, the laughter, even, at 

such times as those? 

 And last Sunday, we learned more about LSS and the amazing ministry of the 

Center for Changing Lives. Don’t we see the Risen Christ there also---both in the actions 

of those offering assistance, but also in the homeless teens?  Luther reminds us that if we 

want to help Christ, we should look to help our neighbors. Because Christ is our neighbor 

in need, and we have the privilege through our support of LSS to serve Christ through 

serving those in need.   



 Recognizing Christ changed the perspective of those two on the road.  They 

certainly didn’t expect to be amazed, but they were.   They moved past disappointment 

and anxiety into joy.  It may not be quite so clear cut for us.  We still have our 

disappointments, our unmet expectations and broken hopes.  The road to wherever we’re 

going may still not be what we expected or hoped for.  But, there still is hope, isn’t there?  

Because we never walk the road alone.  Christ walks alongside us, often unrecognized, 

but still the companion of our journey.  And sometimes, the plan we had in mind for our 

life journey just isn’t the same plan that God had in mind.  We have to walk on, trusting 

in God’s grace.  And so, please pray with me this ancient prayer of fellow-travelers and 

Christians:  Lord God, you have called us to ventures of which we cannot see the ending, 

by paths as yet untrodden, through perils unknown.  Give us faith to out with good 

courage, not knowing where we go, but only that your hand is leading us and your love 

supporting us; through Jesus Christ our Lord, Amen. 

 

  


